SELF-EXILED   ENGLISH

cannot. One is forced on and on by the distressing,
irrational desire to arrive at a certain destination at
a certain time.

Brittany.

Yesterday I was lunching in a strange hotel where
I had never been before and to which I shall never
return, seeing faces and hearing voices of mysterious
human beings called waiters who knew me, and
whom I knew, for an hour only. And while I
was sitting in the lounge drinking coffee, and
looking round at the expanse of the golf-links,
whose existence is the sole cause of the existence
of the hotel, I saw a procession moving slowly
towards a windowed shed in a corner of the
course. This procession consisted first of a police-
man, second of a stretcher borne by two men, and
third of a group of followers. Upon the stretcher
I could make out nothing but a rug and a pair of
heavy boots at the fore-end of the rug. The
stretcher disappeared into the shed, at whose door
the policeman stood on guard. The group of
followers remained outside, staring. The number
of starers increased. Then members of the hotel-
staff went out into the hotel-garden and stared.
And I stared. Then a waiter came up to me and
without being asked for information said : " It is
an Englishman., military. He was on the cliffs
near here. He fell into the sea. They have just
removed the corpse."

"An accident?" I suggested.   "Oh, yes, sir.
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